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The Gld wong pe Woman ſe forth in her colours, & e. 


Of all the rare and various London cryes, 
There's none that doth excel Hot Pudd ag. Eyes: : 
Each one that hcars it, being bit wich hunger, 
Would wiſh hiaſelt to be a Pudding Monger ; ; 
For many likes ſuch Victuals for the nones, 
Becauſe in Pudding- Pyes. there is no bones. 


Toa rare ne Tune ach in uſe, or, There was an Old Wife. i 


T7? was a Old wife Þ+ She calls up her Neighbors 5 
and ſhe ſold Pudding⸗ yes, $ fo: to go and fudvle a Pot, 


She went to the Pill becauſe to go faſling 

and the duſt bicw inte her epes: & D the likes it not;. 
She has Hot Puddings Her Bub che doth tipp e 

and Cold | mpg to ſell, QÞ and then having cleared her eyes 
Where ever the gae She goes to the Oven i 

pou may follow 12 by the ſmell, to fetch her — 


S 
" 2 


Ectimes in the moaning S © rn quoth the 
out of her bed ſhe will pack, 3 ant do not me toren, 
And give pou all warning Þ 3 am an Old uke 
with a loud chundering crack: 1] fiftcen to the dozen; 
Then coughing and ſpitting, $ 70 — that means 


t Rubbing, æ Scrubbing her thighs, 2 my Mr doth fairly riſe , 
She hangs on her Cloaths 2 elſe J muſt never | 
and away to ſell Pudding-pyes, $ moze cry Pudding-ppes, | 
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t Rubbing, æ Scrubbing her thighs, 2 my Mr doth fairly riſe , 
She hangs on her Cloaths 2 elſe J muſt never | 
and away to ſell Pudding-pyes, $ moze cry Pudding-ppes, | 


T every Cozner GY At Non and- at Night 
and in everp ffref., this Firkin of ffuff doth wag, 

This Pudding-pye-woman . Þ Some monty to take | 

be ſure pou oft ſhall meet ; & to put in her greaſte bag: 
With Basket on head I Viſh ſhe would make me 

and hand on her Butock ſhe cryes, Þ © her Heir when ever the dyes, 
Come here all away Þ Then J ſhall have moncy 

that will buy Pot Pudding-pyes. fo: all her Pudding-pycs, 


She hath a long Noſe 5 Her Puddings are fat, 
and often the ſame doch dꝛop, in Summer they uſe to fey 
A piete of Pot Pudding Þ with heat of the Sun, © 
would make a dainty Sop , oꝛ elſe ſhe hath to:d a lye: 
Her Wetle⸗bꝛow fo:chead But what ſhe puts in them 
hangs quite over her epes, J ſwear J cannot devize, 
She ſcarcelp can ſe _ Then buy and pou't try 
to (ell her Pudding-pyecs, how pou like her Pudding⸗pyes. 


Her hands ſhe doth waſh She had a poung Daughter 
but twice three times in a year, that takes after her Mother, 
The pint of her fingers And will be as like her 
doch fair on her Puddings appear as one Pea's like another; 
She's two yards about, Ik any young Wan have 
which pou l ſay is a pꝛetty ſize, ꝙ à mind to ſuch a Rare prize, 
Fo: an Old wife | Be ſhall have her Daughter 
that doth ſell Hot Pudding⸗ppes. and all her Pudding-pyes, 


PÞ 
Jn Winter pou map "ef ky And thus you may ſee 
Þ 


7 


behold her dzagled Tail, how J this Woman deſcribe , 
And lagging ſhe goes Ws 'Tis nothing to. me 
. Along juft like a Snail, I'm ſure ſhell give me no 1Þzibe,. 
All ſp;inkled with mire But J am content 
a handful about her thighs; & ſince that J have told no lyes, 
Pou that have gov ſtomachs Then farewel to thoſe 
come bup her Pudding-pyes, Þ that do cry Hot Pudding- pyes, 
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